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CHAPTER VIL
Marrigan, That's Mal

wiTkell Tor a short tlme In sTehs,
thelr eyes upon the slender fignre In
short akirt and wooly swenter beside
the taller one In blue fannel before
them. And, as osual, Alllson was the
first to apesk

"Now | know what you meant when
you referred to that teip up the west
branch, Cal.” he sald. “And you were
right. It does take stuff to make that
sort of gentleman, Isa't there any
thilng more to tell me? 1 am truly in
terested, ('al”

8o Caleb told him then of “OW
Tom's” tin box. Apd while he wan ox
plaining the man and giel abiend. all o
one breath, skipped back to that day
before yestorday, pow many ygears
Eone. There was o guality of enmn
raderte In the glrl's half parted Hps
nnd enger hopalsiveness of tongne that
morning that was eotirely boyish
when Steve Aually nsked for Deverenu
~Garry Devervan, who bad followe!

' him to the hedge gap that day and
Inld one hand npon bis bowed, shamed
shoulder — the light went from HBar

KVER before bod the afe of Dara’s eyes, Awd Stephon O'Mara, who

that long, paneled room been | I not understand at first the qnick

so surcharged with half sop-

prossed bllarity, At first her

ther merely scowled nt Barbarm's in
termittent Nitle gurghes, which refused
to stay entirely pent up. He frowned at
ber seemingly inane interruptions of

hiurt which entersd bem, stopped smil
lug teo.

I Uked bim,™ Steve sald simply,
“'ve always remembored and Hked
him. ‘Thinking of him aud-and-—has

joften kept me from belng too lonely

the technlenl discussion Inte which be | nights, when | was Jonely enough.”

had  immedintely plunged with the |
Bust Coast compuny’'s enghneer nntil
he could no lenger lgnore the smile

“Do ymm remember & lttle girl who

wits nl our place the summer you were |

here¥ Barbnra then ssked, “A pale,

which pulled at the lps of the Intter, *mi Hpped. very shy Hitle thing named

too, at every fresh attempt of the girl
to swing the conversation luto an ot |
terly Irrelevant channel. e lmtedl
aronnd the table then and canght the |
Fleam in Calol's eyes  He 100k note of
Miss Sarah's HHuminnted face and gave |
way to a burst of querulousvess not all |
slmiutlation,

“What s the Joke? he demanded o
A voloe that set them all to rocking In
thelr chalrs, "Lt we In on it et ﬂli
laugh, too, If there Iy soything werth |
Inughing at  Cul, you're growing old - |
old and feeble witted.™

Barbara bLobbed her head meekly.
Her glggle. however, was shameless,
Alllwon had had experience with his
daughter's seeming meckness. More
over, the working of Caleb's and Sa-
mh's faces bafMed him. e walted,
fuming.

“Just before you and Uncle Cal came
In we—we were alklng about the
weither,” the girl gurgled. “Mr. O'Marn
predicted it would rain soon, and I just |
wanted to ask him what made him |
think so.”

It was very qulet for s moment. |
Btave sat, a lttle red of face himeelf, |
mring across into the girl's starry eyes. |

“Go nhead,” sbhe prompted him, with
| Rusp -

Then his lps began to corl until |
smile overspread his face and half |
closed his eyes. He lenned back and
ralsed obediently s quaintly solemin,
qualntly boyish treble |

“1 wa'n't guessin',” be averred sober.

. "oer | wa'n't thinkin' it will. 1e'l

be ralnin® come sun up, and (11 be
podd fer till Wednesday for sure ™

At the beginuing of that quavering

tatement Dexter Alllsou's lips fell

part. They remnined open long after
Bteve had fAnlsbed. Once be started o |

. and then dropped back Into his
batr, dumfounded There was vo
floubt concerning the soccess of his
aughter's query. AU last he got to

s feet and padded around the table.

ith & band on either of the boy's
houlders he turned that browned face

P to his own,

“You." he murmured weakly, “You!

pd Elllotr sald that you could out

dear old Mother Nature herself!
ell, I=I'm blanked!”

They talked no more business ot

ble that moruing, and Allison found |

ot opportuulty to make himself

rd at all Even tbe retlevnce which
med a part of Steve's grave face
nd Lig body was swept aside before
tumult of questions that tumbied
pm  Barbara's lps, promptly o be
ppplemented by Caleb whenever hor

mth guve owt

It was minotes before Alllson could
dge In a single remark, longer than
t before he stopped frowning to

If in n fashion which made Caleb
member that moment of Inexplicable |
hemence outside on the veranda.
hey bad retrogressed as far as the
Injine” —the “steam injine”—when Al-
o Gnally made himself bheard
What 1 can't rewember is just why
0 left us w0 suddenly. | know It was
sort of a rumpus, with Barbara
it—there's nlways & woman, of |
but 1 can't recall”—

1o paused to ponder—paused and be-
me aware immediately of Barbara's |
ft slience and Steve's hint of self |
lousncss. Then 1t all returned to

m withg rosh. He bod bis turn, |

Db, but 1 de remember” be |

wled. “Why, of course—of course! |
wis 0 matter of knight ermntry and
Mlea fuir! But who was It whm‘

plee couflicted with your own ¥

e cocked bis head on one side, mock
Wtful; then be fell to pounding
kuee and roared with lnughter. ‘
rehle Wickersham ! he shouted.
hie Wickersham-—oh, Lord! | nev.
Iy appreciated that melee until
mioute. And you promised that
d be back, dido't you, and—well, |
d, here you are! Bhake hands
Bteve. And, If 1 wmay be par

d the Wlom, sllowane to assure

that It was some battle!”

it dld nothing else, Alllson's pon-
ralllery werved one end. It re- |

4 wny sentimental awkwardness

h mdght bave attached to the epl-
and yet the girl rather resented
sing  sos completely * reduced to |
of furce comedy. When the men
after breakfast, to go down lute |
pwu, she, teo, declared her inten-
f accompanying them, as though
the expevted thing. She cross-
layn at Bteve's side, shead of
ther and Caleb, with Misws Sarah
Trow fbe dogr, Joth weu

| rome down sgnin Friday If you have to

Mary Graves?”

SMephen nodided.

“And do you remember how even
then Garry seemed to care for bher?
He was always supercillons with the
rext of us; he tormented us or lgnored
us entirely, bhut never her.™

Agnin the tnclluation of the head,

“Well, he grew up just that way”
Barbars went on, thoughtfully. “UOne
never could tell what was behind his
Indiference  or—or  fOippancies. He
mocked at things, customs and courves
of action, which we have come to ne
cept and—and recognize. But he was
alwass gentle with ber, and kind, and
—oh, | think reverend s the right
word! Now, kuowing Garry as | do-
#s you will when you see him ngain.-
the phrase may wfm & srange one to
apply to him. And yet it describes best
hin bearing toward Mary Graves two
years ngo

She was walking mwore slowly now,
without knowing It

“He loved her with his whole soul,
Mr. ("Marm, and she marrtied another
man, almost without a word of expla-
nation to him. Nobody ever clted Garry
a8 a shinlng example, but he—that man

wpeakable record! Her famfly made

the® mateh —the newspapers eull It a |

unlon of Ame-lea’s falrest youth and
powerful milllons, don’t they? Well,
e had them and sbe morried him.
Amd Garret Deverean dropped out of
the world for n long thne,

“It was a year hefore be came back
Peaple had already begun to talk about
the way his father hod goue before him
~he shot himself, Mr. ('Mara, when he
became tlred of walting for Garry's
mother to return—and when Garry re
appearcd they talked more. | never
kpnew before that s change so terrible
could ke place In any one so much o
man ax | know Garry to be., It's not
Just his face and his rather dreadfu)
silence. 108 not the fact alone that he
drinks too much and shows it pitifully
It's—oh, it's the plty that a Lrnin so
keen could so dellbwreately commit wul
elde.

“They've begun to drop him, Mr

O'Mara, and you know what thl'l‘

means.  But '} always eare for him
deeply. That's why | have asked him
up this fall.  Don't you think yeu could

go back Into the woods before then?
PFm guing to have a party for some
week end guests, & masque  dance.
Garry needs his friends now more than
he ever did, and-—and when you meet

Rut |

rigan, That's Me,” followed them long
after they had rounded a corner. Steve
looked down and smiled casually into
Barbara's wide and startied eyes

“That's & river bosn,” he explained.
“enjoying what he considers a roaring
good time. His name s Harrigan. He
works on the Reserve company’'s cut,
which we are to move In the spring
and whenever he han had o trifle more
than enough he always sings that song.
He's willing to fght. too, to prove that
it was written expecially for him!™

“He's not exactly a friend of yours,
Is he?" she skl

“Well, not exactly,” Steve admitted.
“Not when be I8 In that frawme of
mind.”

“Or In any other.” the gir! persisted,
and she glanced down at her hand, st
Iying upon the blue flannel sleeve,
| "IN you know that your arm grew as
| hard an tron for an instant? 1 pever

|lm-w that any one's arm could grow
an hard am that, And Is that the way
Yyou always prepare (o recelve your—
friends
Steve colored a little.
‘ “Perhings 'm overcautions,” he re-
plied. “But It has to be hard. 1t con-
stitotes what one of my wen, Joe Mor-
gnn, calls ‘nechdent Insurance,'"™
[ Then her fuee lighted up again, The
' delighted bob of ber head with which
:lh’. greeted that nnme astonished the
man.
“Idvo you—why, you must bave heard
of Joe!" he exclnimed,
[ “Joe Morgan.” sbe laughed. * ‘Fat
Joe.! lsn‘t t?  And of course | have
| heard of blm. You don't realizge it, but
I know more about this East Const
work awnd --aml the wen who are do-
Ing 1t than | had any lden myself
Why, 'l wager that you never knew,
| yourself, that he once wrote in to the
officinls Insisting that the entry of his
nnme on the files be changed from ‘Joe
Morgnn, cook,’ to ‘Joseph Morgan, as-
sigtunt to Chlef O'Mara!" "
| Bteve's chuckle of sppreciation was
anawer enough
“1 want to know Joe, please!
I weet him, Mr, O'Mara ¥
But the question was unnecessary.
| Jos Morgan—Fat Joe to the river front
and the construction squad—was al
ready hostling in thelr direction, even
before Steve, with that slow smile tug-
'ging st his lips, had folshed nssuring
her that It wns never necessury to
summaon Joe into the presence of an
sttractive membor of the opposite sex.
He came without being called.
| “Moruing, chief,” Fat Joe saluted,
In that thin and reedy tenor which
| nope but it men have
Steve mauaged the presentation with
extreme  punctility and left them,

Can't

| whom Mury Graves married—hnd an  When he returned. almost an hour lat-

er, he beard them both laughing long
| before he enme into view, and on the
way back up the hill the girl detalled
for him much of her conversation with
Fut Joe,
| “Why should there be any—any ele-
| ment of personal danger In this work
you are doing, Mr. O'Mara¥" she final
Iy asked. “And did | do wrong In
mentloning to Mr. Morgan bow that
man enme ont of that—phice and glar-
el 50 at you?”
His rejolnder should have been very

renssuring.

“So Joe has been hinting at that |

mystery stulf again, has he? After
Hatening to him ooe I8 compelled to
belleve that | run dally a veritable
Cgnuntiet of nameless perils.”

Barbara stood, small flsts buried fn
bher swenter pockets, studying his
smile of nmusement,

“I shouldu't like to belleve so," her
volee was faintly diffident. “And you
—you Laveu't accepted my Invitation
for riday., May | expect you?! 1
dido’t tell you, but Archie—Archibald
Wickersham—will be there, as well ns
Garry. So-so you won't be entirely

| unscqualnted.”

And then st those words his face
changed. All In one fleet second, lu
splte of the whole morning’s quick Intl
wmacy of mosd and the spirit of com-

blm will you—will you, please, not let | panlonship which to ber had seemed o

him see that you notice how mwuch he
hing changed ¥

They found the conversution sowme
how less easy nfter that. Morrison
bnd grown inconcelvably n those plaps
od years., It was wo longer & river vii
Inge. Morrlson was a city now,

Ouce when a squatly huge, red head
od, red shirted riverman with n week's
red stubble wpon bis cheeks lurched

=,

The Girl Shrank Against Her Compan-
jon and Clutched His Arm.

out of a deorway abead of them and
#tood suarling walevolently at O'Mam
the girl shrauk against bor companion
and clutched his avm. The red shirted
epe fell o sioging after they had
pased. A maudiie geoditon of “Har

delightfully new yet time tried thing,
Rarbara found that she could not read
an inch behlid those grave griy eyes
She fouud his quiet countenance as un-
readabile us that of the utmost stranger
might have been. And while she walt-

ed, not entirely certaln how displeased }

shie was at his deliberation, a blackest
of black horses soared splendidly over
a fence to (he north and came cunter-
g dowa the road. The rider, a tall
bareheaded girl, lifted her crop In sa
lute ns she cuught sight of them.

“My friewd, Mirlamw Burrell,” l‘ girl
murmured In explanation to Steve, and
somethiog hnd gone from her voice aud |
left W con tionally impersonal.
“She's ridiug ime, and Isn't he a
beauty—almost as much a beauty as
she I8 herself ¥

The horse caime on, to be relued up
at lust divectly in front of the two at
the roadside, Stephen O'Mars met for
o moment the level, measuring glance
of its rider before Mirlam Burrell turn.
ed to Barbara.

“I've enjoyesd exeeedingly our morn-
ing canter, Bols,"” her alte volce
drawled, !

Then, before Barbara could reply, she
threw oue booted leg from the stirrup
and dismounted. With the relns looped
over her elbow she faced the man in
blue fanvel and corduroy, a tall, lithe |
figure with cappery red balr and *whit- |
est skin aud doubly vivid lips.

“You're Stephen O'Mars.” she sald
“You're Stephen O'Mara, for a thou- |
sund ™ ,

“I've fust asked Mr, O'Mara to come |
to my dance, Mirkm"” Barbars sald, |
“und how did you know him, pray?
I've paked him, but be is unfintteringly |
long In accepting.” |

“Kunow him " Mirtam echosd. “Know |
bim! Oh, Mr. O'Mars and | bave met |
before. 1 think before the fall of the
Rowan emplre, wasa't it, Mr. O'Mara? |
Weren't they dmuggiug me iu at (he
wheel of a chariut ane aftequoon when

you were deallng out a gold plece to
each of your leglonariea?™

Bhe Imughed dryly, and Barhara felt
smaller and more forlorn and lonsller
still

“No doubt Mr. O'Mara hasno't time to
be Oattering. Bobs," she commegted.
“But you will have time to come Fri.
day for a little while, won't you”" she
asked

Bteve glaneed down at the hand
which stlll felt the pressure of her
buckskin clad fngers,

“1 have to work day and night some
woekis When (hings broak ladiy. " Stove
told her slmply. “If | ean” and he
turned to Rarbara—"“If I can | want to
cote.”

Anality

“If you ean” whe agreed  “Barbara
no doubt has been telllng you about
Garret Deverean. hasn't she? Yes,
coe If von enn. | have heard, Mr.
(’Mnara, that you have once or twice
fought your way out of the dark when
everytuddy else had lost hope. | want
an opportunity te talk with n specialist
in soeh cnmpaigns” .
Bteplien O'Mara had read a meaning
In the wonls of that econtained, often
| mbrupt, stralghtly tall girl of which
Barbara Alllson had not even drenmed.
He stood watching them when they
turned up the driveway, the horse
Ragtime muzzling the woolly white
swenter and following llke a dog. But
he wasn't thinking of Mirlam Burrell
or of Garry Deverenun. He was won-
 dering about Archle Wickersham—the
Hon. Archie—thinking sbout that fun-
ny brawl of years before, which had
‘ not been &0 funny after all, wondering
i

Late that night. before she slept,
Barbarn asked Mirlam this question,
“S8hould 1 have told Mr. O'Mara that
my eéngagement to Archibald Wicker-
| stiam wag-to be announced at the
party 7
| “Why should you have Miriam
| erisvly replied,
|

(To Be Continued)
|

' Posed For Suffragists.

A feature of the mayor's celebration
|in the New York city stadlum on the
evening of the Fourth was a symbolic
fubleau representing Victory 1017
bringing the ballot to the women of
New York. Womanhood, Justice and
Motherhood made an appeal to the en-

i
|

BLANCHE YURKA.
throned Empire State in the name of

all women. These were symbolized In
all the trades. professions and occupa-
tlons of women, The priecipal fAgule
lu this group and the one which gave
it real significance was Miss Blanche
Yurka, leading woman with E. H
sothern In “Lord Dundreary” and late
ly appeariug with him o “Two Vir
thes"”
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Tomatoes and Cheese.

Belect good sized tomatoes, smooth
and round. Plunge them in bolling
water and remeve the skins, then chill,
Cut them in thick slices and armuge
these on & dish with lettuce, Cover
the top of each slice with grated Amer.
fean cheese, then add a spoonful of
stiff mayounaise aod top with a stuféd
olive.

Croamed Fish In Cucumbers,

Fluke some cold cooked fish. Make a
cream sauce rather thick nod add the
fish with a dash of lemon Julee and
reheat, Cut three or four large ou-
cumbers In two lengthwise and scoop
out the loside. Drop the shells In very
bhot water and leave them until bheated
through, then lift out and wipe dry.
Fill these while ot with the fish and
serve at once on small beated pintes,
with a lttle watercress or parsley.

A a
rrere

| Shepherd Pie.

The leftover meat should be sliced
Instend of chopped for this recipe. But.
ter a baking dish and cover the bot-
tom with hot mashed potatoes. Pour
on the gravy avd sliged mest and coy.
er with more mashed potatoes.  Plle
the potatoss on lHghtly and leave the
top uneven. Dot with butter and place
in hot oven for ten minntes,

England Mas New Money.

In an experimental way banknotes
are belog printed in gland on silk
waterproafed by n sectel process which

- elaens = wmbl,

Right In His Line.
Wige—Your young lawyer [friend
seems to earry the leve of his profes
wlon to a ridicalots emtreme. Wagy-
Yes; I belleve he ls even guing Lo mar
ry & ginl sesmed Sue — Fhiladelphis
Hecord.

.

Miriam nodded her head with brisk l
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iThe Girl at
Clancy’s Ball

She Had One Short
Romance.

By CHARLES ALBERT WILLIAMS
Copyright by Frank A. Munsey Co.
LA L L L Y T T}
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tin puffed abstractedly upon his clgar
and gazed around the tumultuous ball,
It was the night of Boss Clancy’s ball

The dancing floor was erowded with
rotuting wen and women, © Girls of the
shop and factory swayed and gyrited
In the clasp of men, coarse featured
and unlntelligent.

Harmon roused from his contempla-
tlon of the wolsy scene und turned to
his companion, Mowbray of (he He
cordoer,

“If anything’s golng to break bere to-
uight let It eome soon,” he remarked.
Mowbray shrugged Indifferently.

A young girl, her face flushed from

the last dance, hurrled toward the re- |
She was n frafl little

porters’ tulile
Credture of twenty, blue oyed and
blonil.
shie looked back and futtered a fright-
ened glonce at a man following her,

“Excuse we,"” she sald halt breath-
leasly, halting before the newspaper
men and addressing Harmon, “Help
me out of this, please. This man has
been annoylng me—wants me to dance
with him. I'm afrald of him."

“8it down,” Harmon sald crisply.

He fuced her and affectsd a conver-
sation.

The man came up presently and,
pausing only to glare belligerently at

Harmon, reached over and scized the |

girl's arm.

“Never mind your dandy dode
friend,” he blurted; “splel this with
me.” The girl drew back snd shook
her head.

“Come on,” the stranger (usisted, re-
talning ber arm.

The girl made a sudden, violent
movement and wrenched herself from
his grasp. He leaned forward to
clutel her, but Harmon caught his
hand.

“What's
laughing.
dance. Don't Inslst. You'll cause a
srene”

The stranger turned to Harmon, his
month drawn Into o menaclng snarl

“Don't mix in this unless'— He
waved his hand threateningly. *“Well,
you don’t want to be sorry, do you?
He became enraged at Harmon's cool
glance "

“Wheo are you, lﬁywu?‘ he bawled.
“Enow who | am? I'm one of Clan-
cy's men.”
| Harmon smiled “I'm not at all in.
terested In your pedigree.” be sald. “It
seems to me you might let her alone in
spite of ("

A mallgnant
stranger's eyes,
| “Say.” he sald, “1 do things my own
way." HIis volce rose to a shout, “An’
this 1s my gal, see!”

! He placed his hands upon Harmon's
shoulders  Before the reporter could
rise from his chalr he was hurled back-
ward, but he caught the edge of the
table and escaped a nasty fall

With lips compressed In an effort to
control an outburst, he scrambled to
his feet and stood sllent a moment
consldering what be wmight best do to
avert the feliow's viclence and yet as
kist the girk

He opened his lps to speak, but was
futerrupted by the cry of “A fdght!”
which weont up from a nearby table

There was n scuffiing of feet, and a
group of eager eyed, expectant men and
women guthered about them. Mow-
bray stepped between the two men.

“Steady, John,” he sald. “This sort
of thiug 1s hardly”—

Harmon felt a ringing blow upon his
bead, then suddenly he went blind and
anconsclous,

Later, in the hospital, be opened his
eyes wide and staring. He stirred un-
casily and rolled his pounding head
upon the plllows,

Somewhat Indistlnctly he saw the
many cots and heard the heavy breath-
ing of those about him. He was be
wildered for a space, but sensations of
dull, pulsating pain assured him be
was back In a real world.

He wondered just what bad occur
red, but, contenting himself with the
reflection that he would soon learn all
from Mowbray, he fell asleep,

He awoke ln a world of sunshine and
lesa paln, Save an occasional Inter-
mittent numbness apd throbblug at the
temples he was comfortable.

From the nurse whoe brought him
breskfast he learned that it was almost
midday.

I YA young woman called to see you
early this morning™ the purse told
bim ns he banded ber the tray,

“A young woman?' he asked.

The nurse pedded “Bhe sald she'd
be back.”

Young woman? Harmon was plung-
od into perplexity by the Incident and
turned at once,to the consideration of
this new phase of his adventure,

Of the many young women of his ae
quaintance he could think of none who
might eal] upon bim Lo bis presedt pre-
dicament.
bim upon hearing of his plight, but
she bad left the city only (héireceding
afternoon -to visit ber people in Chl-
cago.

Theugh he abandoned the enigma
after frultless masings, it recurred to
him several times as he lay glancing
fdly wver the miornlug uewepapers.

the use? he remnrked,

light glowed in the

John Hartwon of the Morning Pulle- |

Frequently as she nppmnrlwd:

“You can't make the girl

— — e it

He was pleased to see that they had
omitted any reference to the incident
at the ball. For this be mutely thank.
ol Mowhray.

In the evening as the lighta were be.
ing switched on the nurse announced
the return of his visitor.

A few moments afterward she ap-
peared In the doorway Harmon rec.
| oguired her In one sweeping glance as
she appronched his cot—the girl at the

ball.

| “Well™ he sald, repressing his as-
tonlshment. She looked timidly down
at him.

| “You kmow me? she asked fn &
frightened tone. He nodded and smiled
{ to put ler at ber ense. There was an
| embarrassed panse,

“1 felt I ought to come and thank
you," she broke In. He made a care
less gesture,
| *“Quite unavoldable, Miss"—

“Rogers—8adle Rogers,” she prompt-
ed, a touch of color appearing in her
thin, white cheeks.

Harmon 1fted his head and bowed
an awkward acknowledgment.

“What happened to me? he asked

“No one seemed to know snything
about It.” she explained, “except that

' you were hit with a bottle. They
conldn’t And out whoe 4id it. I'm glad,
anyway, nobody was arrested. I'd
have gone, too, 1 suppose.”

Harmon nodded comprehension,

“How did you find me?" he went on,

“Your friend told me who you were
and where they had taken you," she
replled, smiling.

She had been standing with her
hands behind ber as they chatted
Suddenly she made an Impulsive little
imuvement nnd thrust forth a small
cluster of roses.

“Will you tuke these? They help me
say ‘thanks,'" she sald

Harmon looked at her in surprise
and for the first time observed closely
her appearance. There was no health
In her cheeks, and she looked worn
and weary.

The cheap finery of the previous
evening had vanished, and in its place
had come a coarse black skirt, an i1l
fitting bive Jacket und a broad, flat
hat that seemed to accentuate her pale,
blue eyed wistfulness.

“It's nice of you,” he sald at length,

A queer little smile fashed across
her face, and she placed the flowers in
his hand

Sadle, faint volced and difident,
called at the hospital each day there-
after. [Her visits were brief and un-
eventful She remalued for a few mo-
ments to exchange the usual gommon.
places with Harmon. Alwaya, despite
his protesta. she brought a cluster of
fresh roses,

In the beglnning Harmon had decld-
ed pot to permit ber to continue to see
him, but she sounded a sympatbetic
note in his nature, and he found him-
self unable to send her away.

Though she seemed n poor, pitiable
bit of drift, she revealed traces of un-
cultivated intelligence and refinement,
and he became Interested in her. In
the end he resolved to learn more
about ber and, If possible, to belp ber.

“You are golng home tomorrow 1 she
asked on the evening of the last day.

“Not really home,” he replied, Jaugh-
Ing. “I bhall from the country.” Her
tired face brightened

“Indeed! I'm from up state wyself.”

“You're all alone here? he inquired,

8he nodded slowly.

“Tell me about coming here—every-
thing.” be invited.
| She plucked at a jacket button and
| seemed reluctant-to answer, but after
l & momeat sald: “Well, fatber wasn't a

much account man, se when mother
died I bired out We had folks up
from New York, and 1 heard %o much
about the city I thought it was a great
place. So I came.

“I'm not u fool,” she continued, with

a dispirited sile, “Up In the country
| T went to school as long as I could,
| bat when I got down bhere It didu't
belp me any.

“What could 1 do? 1 aWdn't know
auything about offices, | wasn't a type
writer, and there wasn't much time to
decide, so 1 went into one of the big
stores.

“What | make just about goes round
for roowm and meals and something to
| wear. Ounce In awhile there's & mov-
| log pleture show. |

“Clancy's ball was free, 80 me and a
couple of girls went there. But I'll
know better next time

“You know, I'd like to do better, to

learn something that'd help we. I tried
| night scbool, but | couldu't stand it
im working all day. And | can't
| lewrn from library books,” she couclud-
o, sighing.
| Harmon was {utent upon every es-
| pression of hier face.

“Wouldn't | hetter if you married
| soon ™ be us

Bhoe shiruggel her shoulders weartly,
“I've thought a lot abomt that,” she
sald slowly, "and 1 don't think I can
marry the kind o men [ meet."”

Harmwon looked at ber in thoughtful
llonce.

“Suppose 1 could belp you In a way,”
he suld directly, “would you let we?”

“How " Her glance was quizzical

“A young womau @t one of the settle-
meuls—ale's woney and could help
[ you that way gpShe’d fix It so you'd

have tlme to study, Later on you
 could get & place ln no office, and then

better things would be possible.”
| Badie's wistful blue eyes shone with
| sudden iutevest: then she frowned her

| doubt.

| “"You're sure she could de 0y
He nodded., “Yeos, she's soon to be

One would doubtless visit !mrrhd und give up ber work. Sbe'd

be dellghted."”
“She's golug o marry you, maybe?™
she usked, dropping her eyes.
“Yes.”, be anawered.
Her volce fell to a wﬁ-p&. MOon, 1
wee.” sho sald  She bowed her head
stared at the floor. Thea she
ber face nud: smiling, extended
ber band. “Goodby," she sald,
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